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“NOW, FrATHER.” 


“Now, father!’—They were only two little 
words, but they were set in soft, pleading tones, 
which have more weight than a score of arguments. 

“J know jest what you mean, Esther,” exclaimed 
Jason Strong, as he slipped his right arm into his 
workman’s ‘‘overalls” that spring morning, set in 
low, dull clouds, ‘‘but there’s no use wasting any 
words between us. It would be folly and mad- 
ness for us to think of adopting widow Blake’s 
child, when it’s jest as much as we can do, by 
grewin’ and turnin,’ to put bread into the mouths 
of the three we’ve got at home. No man has a 
jetter will than mine; but when I’m laid up half 
the winter with rheumatiz, and can’t earn but 
gventy cents a day on the best jobs, it’s high 
time to put down any notions about taking other 
flks’ children, when the chances are our own’ll 
have to scatter afore long.” 

He was a large, heavy-limbed, stalwart man; 
she was a small, shrinking, gentle-faced and voiced 
yoman, and now her tones came up like a minor 
key after the gruff, positive voice, which half-con- 
cealed as honest and true a heart as ever beat in 
man’s bosom. 

“[ know, Jason, it’s all true that you've a hard 
row to hoe, and it seems, as you say, a mighty tug 
tomake two ends meet and take care of the chil- 
dren God has given us; but I don’t believe He'll 
forget, if we remember the widow and the father- 
less in their affliction; and what if it was little 
sis, now 2” 

Here Mr. Strong raised the key, and went en- 
ergetically to winding up the clock. 

“You know,” continued the little woman, setting 
acouple of chairs opposite each other, and girdling 
their backs with a skein of blue woollen yarn, 
“that the doctor says Miss Blake can’t stand it 
morn this week out; and I tell you, Jason, it 
firly broke me down when I went in there last 
night, and little Minnie’s golden head was a shinin, 
and bobbin’ around among the chairs where she 
was playin’ singin’ school, till I could think of 
nothin’ but the buttereups a twinklin’ every May 
amongst the clover; and Miss Blake’s eyes fol- 
lowed her with a longin,’ pityin,’ anxious look, 
and then turned on me. 

“Q, Miss Strong, what'll become on her ?” 

“ ‘God’ll take care on her, Miss Blake.’ 

“But sometimes, I forget this, and then it 
seems as if I couldn’t die in peace, and leave her 
here without a friend in the wide world to look 
out for her, with her father a sleepin’ away off 
under the deep waters, and her mother lyin’ in a 
little corner of the village churchyard he 

“Come, wife, come,” here interrupted Mr. 
Strong, in a quick, sharp voice; and he took out 
his pocket handkerchief and blew his nose with a 
great deal of emphasis. 

His wife did not observe it—she was very intent 
just at that moment on shaping her ball of yarn 
with her thumb and forefinger. 

“Well, Jason, I haven’t much more to say, for 
Miss Blake broke right down here herself; and I 
couldn't find a word to comfort her, for somethin’ 
away down in my heart kept a whisperin,’ ‘Sup- 
pose, now, it was your little Wealthy ?’ ” 

“It would be dreadful tough, wife, that’s a 
fact !” exclaimed the carpenter, and he put one 
foot uneasily before the other. 


“And then suppose Miss Blake stood in our 
case—” 





“O, mother, I see now jest what you're comin’ 
‘o,” interrupted Mr. Strong, in a half-surly, half- 
despairing tone. 

“I aint comin’ to anything but this, father, that 
we've got all God’s promises on our side, and I 
don't believe He’s goin’ to let us break down ’cos 


ve took that poor little motherless thing under | 


our roof, when she'd have to be put into the poor- 
house, or among strangers that would abuse her. 
I tell you,” and here the tears flashed right out 
to the little woman’s eyes, and the soft-spoken 
Yolce gathered new strength and fervor, ‘every 
mouthful that I eat would choke me, and my pil- 
low, when I lay down on it at night, would ‘be full 
of thorns to me, thinkin’ of that poor little lamb 
‘mong cold-hearted, cruel strangers.” 

Mr. Strong muttered something which sounded 
very much like ‘“‘woman’s nonsense,” but some- 
bow the words didn’t get fairly out of his throat. 





| Mrs. Strong went up to her husband, and laid 
|her hand on his arm, and the pale, faded face 
| shone with something that was finer than the lost 
| beauty of its girlhood as she said, ‘‘Now, father, 
| there's no use tryin’, you know you'll never let 
| that child suffer so long as you've got a roof to 
cover you or a crust to eat.” 

“Well, wife, take your own way. I never was 
good at argufyin’ with women,” and the man 
turned abruptly and went out of the house, 
ashamed to own that his’ warm, true heart en- 
dorsed every word that his wife had spoken. 

In a minute, however, the kitchen door opened 
again. ‘ 

‘Wife, I say.” 

‘Well, father.” 

‘You'd better go right over and tell Miss Blake 
you’ve concluded to take the child. It'll set her 
mind at rest like, and jest now she needs it 
enough.” 

«There, didn’t I see?” murmured Mrs. Strong 
| to herself after the door closed; ‘it’s well I know 
| how to get on the right side o’ father’s heart.” 





«There, now, Johnnie, don’t Minnie look pret- 
ty?” and Wealthy Strong turned round the dainty 
little creature, whose golden head she had 
crowned with a tasteful wreath of white and pink 
wood-blossoms. 


ing-line. 


;mer, and John Strong had brought the two little 
girls over to the pond, and while he hauled in with 
shouts of triumph his prizes of pickerel and bass, 


| way off, and wound them in the child’s tresses. 
The brother and sister were healthy, robust- 

looking children, with the round limbs and sun- 

browned faces which tell their own stories of 


children the very sight of whom brought a new 
joy into the eyes of all who loved beauty. She 


her hair had the golden ripeness of the harvest- 
pears that dropped every autumn on the grass in 
Mr. Strong’s back yard. 

The bloom of two woodland roses were set in 
| her cheeks, and sweet smiles were forever cluster- 
| ing over the dimples hidden about her lips. 

She had resided with the Strongs for more than 
two years, and all this time the little orphan, Min- 
nie Blake, had been like a sweet flower, filling 
their home with fragrance. 

But it had been a home where went on con- 
stantly a sharp, strong battle with poverty—a 
battle that was lightened and sanctified by faith in 
God, and sweet affections, and tender care. But 











this sumrier had opened more darkly than its pre- 
decessors. for Mr. Strong’s rheumatic attacks had 


distorted every lineament as he stood still a mo- 
ment before John Strong, and then lifting his 
whip, struck him a quick, sharp blow on his fore- 
head. The next moment the two boys closed in 
an angry struggle. John was the smaller of the 
two, but exercise had developed his muscles, and 
given him a degree of physical power which one 
would hardly have suspected from the first glance. 

He soon succeeded in wresting the whip from 
the ’squire’s son, and after a brief struggle, threw 
him on the ground, and as John’s temper had 
completely overmastered him, he gave his antago- 
nist a severer beating than he was himself aware of. 

“Tl make you pay for this, old fellow; you'll 
see!” growled the boy, as with bruised face and 
stiff limbs, he limped away. 


“QO, father !—my Johnny sent to jail! I shall 
never be able to lift up my head again!” and the 
mother wrung her hands, and the tears scattered 
themselves over her pale cheeks. 

It was a dark day under the roof of the little 
red house of the carpenter, Jason Strong. 

The ’squire’s son had executed his threat, and 
so worked upon his father’s sympathies and indig- 
nation, by the story of the wrongs which he had 
received, that he had commenced a suit against 
the carpenter on account of his son, and the latter 
was sent to jail because his father could not raise 
the hundred dollars which would have paid the 
boy’s bonds. 

Jason Strong leaned his head in his hard hands 








been longer and more serious than any of the pre- 
VIOUS OMe. -He had lost severskjn pevtamt tyes” 
for that season in consequence of his illness, and 
his oldest son. who had just crossed his fourteenth 
birthday, had been obliged to leave the district 
school and let himself out as ‘‘chore boy” toa 
penurious old farmer in the vicinity of Woodford. 

So troubles thickened over the head of the car- 
penter’s little family, and the face of Mrs. Strong 
grew paler and more patient day by day. 

“You just get away from my father’s pond, if 
you know what’s good for you.” 

The loud, harsh tomes broke suddenly upon 
the children, and looking up hastily in the direc- 
tion of the voice, they saw ‘Squire Morton’s oldest 
son standing in the field opposite the meadow, 
through whose dark grass the little pond flashed 
the silver embroidery of its waters. 

Now, although the meadow in reality belonged 
to the ’squire, it was regarded as ‘‘public proper- 
ty” by all the neighbors, and the school boys as- 
sembled here every Saturday afternoon for pisca- 
tory achievements, amid boisterous jests and frolic. 

John Strong was a bold, out-spoken boy, and 
the insolent tones of the ’squire’s son at once 
roused all his belligerent qualities. 

“The pond belongs quite as much to me as it 





was small and delicate, with eyes blue and deep as | 
still lakes locked in between deep mountains, and | 


“Yes, she does, that’s a fact,” answered the | does to you, sir, and I shall stay here just as long 
very practical boy, as he slowly drew in his fish- | as I like, for all your orders.” 


“You will, eh? I'd like to know what right 


It was a bright, still afternoon in the early sum-| you, a poor beggar of a carpenter’s son, have to 


| speak to me in that way?” and Robert Morton, 
| whose naturally overbearing disposition had been 
nurtured by the indulgence of most injudicious pa- 
Wealthy had twined a wreath of blossoms, which | rents—for he was an only son—advanced towards 
she and Minnie had gathered in the woods a little | the boy, whose senior he was by two or three 
| years, tauntingly cracking a small riding-whip 
| which he carried in his hand. The angry blood 
| burned over the face of John Strong, while the 


| girls shrieked for fear. 
country life; but Minnie Blake was one of those | 


“Come on,” he cried, assuming a belligerent 
attitude and doubling his fists, ‘I’m not afraid of 
you, Rob. Morton, if you are the ’squire’s son, and 
I'd like fust rate to give you a lickin’ for that in- 
sult.” 

It was not the right action nor the right answer ; 
but the carpenter’s son forgot in that hour of sore 
temptation what many older and wiser heads than 
his have done, that it is neither money nor station 
which makes the true gentleman, only the heart 
that is gentle, and noble, and self-sustained ; and 
John Strong certainly descended when he replied 
to the taunts of the ’squire’s son, aggravating as 
they were. 

Robert Morton had a handsome face, but it was 
one of those, despite its dark, clearly-cut-features, 
which your heart never clung to—one which, the 





more it was studied, the less it was loved; and 
now an expression of angry pride darkened and 


and groaned, while Minnie and Wealthy, who 

the feart) tidings, erept 
close to each other in one corner of the kitchen, 
and sidled their little brown hands into eaeh 
other's, and looked with sorrowful faces upon the 
father and mother. 

“*My boy in jail,” murmured the poor mother, 
as she paced, with locked hands, up and down the 
room; ‘‘my little boy that I loved so, and was so 
proud of, whose little brown head I have rocked 
to sleep so many nights in the cradle yonder.” 

“O, don’t, don’t wife,” groaned the carpenter, 
and his whole frame shook like a sobbing child's, 
while the two girls cried softly in the corner. 

And just at that moment the front gate of the 
red house was opened, and a man strode into the 
yard and up to the front door—a man small and 
somewhat thin, but having that rambling gait and 
sailor’s dress which at once indicated his nautical 
occupation. 

His eyes roamed a moment over the humble cot- 
tage, its mossy roof embroidered with golden de- 
vices of the sunset; then he lifted the heavy han- 
dle of the brass knocker, and gave such a sum- 
mons that it must have reached the cars of any 
living soul under the low roof. 

The small, sweet face of a child appeared at the 
front door and looked up eagerly at the man. 

“Can you tell me, little one, if a man by the 
name o’ Strong hails from this craft ?” 

The blue eyes dilated with sweet wonder at the 
strange language. 

“*T don’t know what you mean.” 

“Aint used to sailors’ yarns, eh, little sea-bird ? 
Well, then, can you tell us who lives inside ?” 

‘‘His name’s Jason Strong.” 

“The very man I’m after,” exclaimed the sailor, 
setting his foot over the threshold; then, as if a 
sudden thought had struck him, he checked him- 
self, and looking down earnestly on the child, 
he asked, ‘‘Won’t you tell me your name 2” 

“I’m Minnie Blake.” 

‘He reached out his strong arms and lifted the 
small figure, and folded it up closely as a mother 
her newly-found child, to his heart, and the words 
came in a sob to his lips—*My child, ’'m your 
father.” 

O, there was wonder and joy in the carpenter's 
house that night, when it was discovered that 
Minnie’s father had returned to them—he whose 
hair they thought had been draggled by the salt 
sea waves for more than three years. He hada 
long story to tell of terrible misadventures by 
land ‘and sea—of miscarried letters, and years of 
sickness in a strange land, and at last of restored 
health; of tidings that reached him of the death 
of his wife, and of his daughter's adoption by 
their neighbor and his old playmate, Jason Strong. 

And the carpenter, in his turn, had a mournful 


scarcely comprohogde i 
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tale to relate of sickness, and poverty, and hopes 


THE YOUTH’S COMPANION. 
os ——— —— - = 
at her, or be with her now. Another instnt| ‘Ship Julia, one day out from New Bedford,|the calm beam of sincerity which shone from 
might unnerve him. He hastened to his rom. 


deferred ; but the saddest part of the story was its 
conclusion. 

‘*A hundred dollars!” growled the sailor, and 
he drew out his plethoric pocket-book. 

‘“‘Old friend, you took my child into your craft 
when the storm came down hardest. Your boy 
won't lie in jail two hours longer.” 

There was double joy in the carpenter’s house 
that night. Johnnie Strong was removed from 
jail, for the sailor was as good as his word, and a 

awyer was procured to plead the case of the car- 
penter’s son, who did it so ably and eloquently 
that the boy was acquitted, to the great astonish- 
ment and rage of Squire Morton. 

“I’m tired of the seas, old friend,” said the 
sailor one evening, a week after his return, as he 
sat in Jason Strong’s little kitchen, with Minnie 
on his knee, and her small brown fingers fluttering 
like the wings of newly-fledged birds in his iron- 
gray hair, ‘‘and when I lay out on an old raft one 
night at sea, and it seemed as though every wave 
that went over us would be the last we could stand, 
I made a solemn promise with my own soul, that if 
ever God brought me to see the shore again, I’d 
never leave it to take another voyage for all the 
gold of the East Indies. 

And I’ve got a thousand dollars that the old 
Gineral gave me for tying his son on the raft, and 
I’ve concluded to put it into some acres o’ ground 
round here and turn farmer; for I aint quite for- 
got the old trade I was brought up to, nor you 
either, I reckon, Jason; so if you’re a mind to 
agree to go in business with me, you shall have 
half the profits, and it'll pay you better than 
jinerin’.” 

Jason Strong cleared his throat twice to answer, 
but the thoughts which rose up in his heart choked 
back the words, and his wife spoke for him. 

“It’s been the dream and the hope o’ father’s 
life, givin’ up his trade and gettin’ hold of a few 
acres o’ land to cultivate, but we'd given up all 
hope of it, long afore this.” 

‘*Well, my friends, the Lord don’t forget them 
that remember the widow and the fatherless,” an- 
swered the sailor, and he hugged up Minnie close 
to his heart. 

“That's what I said, father, that mornin’—don’'t 
= know ?” wound up the soft, eager voice of the 
ittle, pale-faced woman, as she folded up the 
child’s coat she had just mended. 

“Yes, I know, Esther; and I know, too, that 
unto you belongs all the praise, for it was God 
who put it into your heart to take the child.” 

V. F. Townsenp. 


———_~+or-——__—_— 
GOING TO SEA. 


George was discontented with farm life. He 
complained that it was drudge, drudge—never 
any rest, and very little pleasure in it. He was 
tired of foddering and milking cows, of hoeing, 
weeding, raking, husking. He ‘‘was never meant 
for it.” 

What should he do? What would he do if he 
could? Hehardly knew. He had some fine ideas 
of the sea. He sang of it as ‘‘the bold, the grand, 
the ever free.” He fancied that he should like to 
ride its proud waves, to battle with its storms, to 
play with it and conquer it, in accordance with 
fanciful book-talk. ‘Then he wanted to see every 
thing—whales, dolphins, flying-fish, all the won- 
ders of the earth, and all the celebrated countries 
and peoples. 

As George grew discontented, he grew unduti- 
ful. Ile worked grudgingly, slowly, and some- 
times badly. 

‘How I do hate to milk!” he said, as he took 
his pail. ‘‘I’m sick to death of hoeing!” he said, 
when sent to work in the corn-field. 

His father was often displeased with him, and 
as often reproved him. This made George the 
more dissatisfied, and he kept saying, inwardly, 

“T will not stay here to work hard, and be 
seolded for nothing. What shall I do?” he seri- 
ously questioned. ‘Shall I go to sea? It would 
trouble father if I did; that would be one good 
thing,” he ,wickedly and foolishly thought. The 
oll man would miss him, and be sorry that he had 
scoled him so much. But his mother! It would | 
break Aer heart. It might kill her. He loved his 
mother. Ilow could he give her pain? No; he 
could not leave her. He worked on more patient- 
ly and dutifully for a while. Then he was over- 
tired, and grew careless. His father was dis- 
pleased, and might have been too severe. His 
words decided George. He would leave him. 
He would bear from him no longer. He would 


Ialf-way up the stairs, he called out a fint 
“‘good-night !” 

And was this all the leave-taking for those 7ho 
loved him better than life? Would he go onthe 
dangerous, treacherous sea—on the dangerus, 
treacherous sea of life, without his father’s terler 
blessings, his mother’s farewell kiss? ‘*Foobkh- 
ness is bound up in the heart of a child,” so sith 
the Bible. 

George slept little that night. He was awke 
before the dawn, dressed, and, with bundk in 
hand, had left his home forever. How strage! 
how foolish! how mad! He did not look lack 
till he came to the turn which would shut it enire- 
ly from his view. Then he paused, leaned aganst 
the fence, and took a last look at the dear old 
place. It was imprinted on his heart, every fea- 
ture of it, so deeply that he could always cil it 
up, and see it as a living picture. He knyv he 
should want to see it, when far distant, the 
Sabbath days, and in the long, Ionely twilight. 

But he would see it again in reality beforellong. 
He would come back to it, proud with supess. 
Ife would gladden it again. He was grievpg its 
loved inmates now; he would make them réjice, 
A dark, terrible thought crossed his mind. ould 
they all be there when he should come pack ? 
Ilow could he bear to come and find then not, 
only their cold, still, unforgiving graves ?—fr he 
must be forgiven. He was already half penient. 

‘God protect them—the dear ones!” he!whis- 
pered. ‘God keep them!” and choking dwn a 
sob, he grasped his bundle more tightly, ani hur- 
ried on his way. 

It was the evening of the next day, and, feverish 
and foot-sore, he threw himself upon the ground 
to rest. Rest! he could not rest—and, spunging 
up, pursued his way again. 

We will not follow him in his weariness, his 
loneliness, his perplexities, his heart full of yearn- 
ings and regrets, misgivings, and fears, and re- 
morse. He was a wretched boy—hurrying on 
after a dream, but carrying enough wretchedness 
in himself to spoil even a paradise. Let us go to 
his home. ' 

‘“‘Where is George? I haven’t seen him this 
morning,” says the father. 

‘‘TIow unusually late he sleeps!” says the 
mother. 

The sun is high in the heavens, and the cows 
are lowing for the pasture, still unmilked. The 
sister is sent to wake him. Alas! she will never 
wake him more. She finds the open couch, the 
deserted room. 

“George is up,” she says, returning. 

“Where can he be?” the father anxiously in- 
quires, as if of himself. 

‘‘Where can he be?” responds the mother. 
‘*Have you called him ?” she inquires. 

The barn, the woods echo back his name in 
vain. He will never hear himself called by a fa- 
ther’s lips again. And this is the last time the fa- 
ther will speak his name without a tear, or groan, 
or inward sigh. 

The breakfast is eaten in silence. Thén the fa- 
ther, forgetting his work, walks the room, and 
says, 

“It is so strange about George ! 
so before.” But he does not breathe his dreadful 
fears. No. If—if it is so, let the truth be broken 
slowly as may be to the geytle-hearted mother. 
The mother goes quietly and alone to her poor 
boy’s deserted room. If she had suspected any 
thing before, she knows all now. God help her! 
Such faintness, such sickness of soul can come to 
us but a few times ere we die. God be thanked 
for this! Death itself is nothing to this dying 
still in life. 


He never did 





George’s room is but little changed. It was 
always neat and orderly, and is so now. He left 


it so on purpose, thinking of his mother. But| 
some things are gone—his best clothes, his porte- 
monnaie, his little writing-case, a book or two are | 
missed. Is his Bible gone? Thank God!—it is. | 
O, there is some consolation—a little softening of| 
the anguish in this! The mother prays: 

“God of the Bible! God of the wanderer! 
bless my boy! Save him! O, save him! For the 
sake of the beloved Son of Mary, hear a mother’s 
prayer !” 
The mother’s face tells the father all. | 
“God help me!” he exclaims. ‘Was I severe | 
to the boy?” he asks himself. ‘O, that I had| 
been more gentle, more considerate and patient ! 
Have I driven out mine own son—him whom I 
loved »” 








seek a better life. 
**A better life!” Poor, foolish, ignorant, wick- | 
ed boy! Where is there a better lite than in the | 
home where parents love and care for us; where | 
they cherish our virtues and reprove our faults ? | 
Look at the forlorn stranger, the homeless one— | 
a leaf on the wind, a fragment on the sea, a waif | 
—-who cares for him? Who cherishes, who bless- | 
es him? | 
Poor George! He had made up his mind. | 
His mother must bear it, for he must go away. | 
He would not stop to deliberate again. He had | 
done it once, and to no purpose; he had delayed 
only to lose time. That should be his last night | 
at home. He would go at the first dawn of the| 
morning. | 
He began to feel badly when he gave his last | 
fodder to the cows, and thought that it was the | 
last ; he did not know how much he loved the kind | 
animals before. 
He played with his little sister, and smiled at! 
her so tenderly that she pulled down his head to 
kiss him, and told him she never knew he loved 
her .so much before. George did not know it, ei- 
ther. He had no idea she was so dear to him. | 
O, how much he would do for her in the bright! 
days to come! He would bring her rare shells, | 
and birds, and beautifulthings. Silks, and pearls, | 
and riches should yet be hers. He would make | 
her delighted and happy. 
He looked at his mother, at her sweet face, and 
turned away. .He dared not trust himself to look 


He hastens after him. 
To the nearest city. 

Arrived there, where shall he go? To the 
wharves, to the ships, to all his acquaintance. He 
advertises ; he inquires of every one who may by 
possibility know any thing of the wanderer. In | 
vain. 

But he must search on. He cannot return to 
the broken-hearted mother without tidings. They 
come at last. Inanother city, George has shipped 
for a long sea-voyage. Blessed news! He is| 
still alive. He may be found. The vessel may 
not have sailed, and the son may be regained and 
persuaded back to home and love. 

But O, if the father should be too late! If the | 
vessel with George on board should have sailed ! 

He is too late; the vessel has sailed. 

‘*When will the ship Julia return?” 

‘*In three years.” | 

‘‘What a voyage! In three years the boy will} 
be a man, and have forgotten us all. Three years | 
without him will bow me to the earth. Ah! it will! 
not take so long to break the tender heart of her | 
who bore him. Three years, did you say, sir?” | 
the father again inquires. 

‘‘She’s bound on a three years’ voyage,” was | 
the reply. ‘Have you any one on board of her 2” 

+A son.” } 

‘*‘Wait a minute. The ship has been spoken. | 
We've news from her.” 

The father listens. The record is read. 
tude and longitude given. 


Which way? Where? 





Lati- 


they are too unlovely for pen or pencil, but we 


George Allen fell from the mast-head to the deck, | 
and was instantly killed.” 
What is the matter? How pale the man is!| 
Does he breathe ? 

“Ts your name Allen, sir?” is asked. 

No answer, but the swell and heave of a break- 
ing heart. 

‘I’m sorry. I beg your pardon, sir. I did not 
dream that the young man who was killed could 
be any thing to you.” 

‘‘He was my son—my only son. 
back to his mother ? 
smitten heart ? 
port her !” 

Do you question more concerning poor George’s 
death? Ihave told you all that could be learned. 
And surely his fate is enough to teach you con- 
tentment and patience in your lot; to warn you 
against the sin and folly of boyish wilfulness and 
self-seeking, and enforce anew the command, 

‘Honor thy father and thy mother, that thy 
days may be feat upon the land which the Lord 
thy God giveth thee.” 


How canI go 
How can I break her already 
O, God, be with her and sup- 








SCRAPS FOR YOUTH. 





THE WEAVER’S DREAM. 
He sat all alone in his dark little room, 
His fingers aweary with work at the loom, 
His eyes secing not the fine threads, for the tears, 
As he carefully counted the months and the years 
He had been a poor weaver. 
Not a traveller went on the dusty highway, 
But he thought, ‘He has nothing to do but be gay.” 
No matter how burdened or bent he might be, 
The weaver believed him more happy than he, 
And sighed at his weaving. 
He saw not the roses, so sweet and so red, 
That looked through the window; he thought to be dead 
And carried away from his dark little room 
Wrapt up in the linen he had in his loom, 
Were better than weaving. 
Just then a white angel came out of the skies, 
And shut up his senses, and sealed up his eyes, 
And bore him away from the work at his loom, 
In a vision, and left him alone by the tomb 
Of his dear little daughter. 
“My darling!” he cries, ‘“‘what a blessing was mine! 
How I sinned, having you, against goodness Divine! 
Awake! O, my lost one, my sweet one, awake! 
And I never, as long as I live, for your sake, 
Will sigh at my weaving!" 
The sunset was gilding his low little room, 
When the weaver awoke from his dream at the loom, 
And close at his knee saw a dear little head 
Alight with long curls—she was living, not dead— 
His pride and his treasure. 
He winds the fine thread on his shuttle anew, 
(At thought of his blessing ‘twas easy to do,) 
And sings as he weaves, tor the joy in his breast. 
Peace cometh of striving, and labor is rest. 
Grown wise was the weaver. 


ALICE CAREY. 
ae eevee 
For the Companion. 
‘ DUPLICITY. 

Elsie Hart is a modern Janus—Janee, I mean. 
She has two faces, and this doubleness—would not 
duplicity be better?—affects the tones of her 
voice, even. 

The first day that Aunt Rilda spent in the fami- 
ly she saw a sweet girl of sixteen, her pretty 
mouth wreathed with smiles; intelligence and vi- 
vacity beaming in her fine eyes. She was courte- 
ous, respectful, modest. Het pleasing manners 
won Aunt Rilda’s gentle heart. 

A few days passed, and Aunt Rilda happened 
to get on the wrong side—that is the home side— 
and there she saw her as she was seen by her 
mother, and brothers, and sisters. 

O! sad transformation! The home face was 
impudent, frowning, disfigured with spite, and 
the voice—could dulecet tones and bitter ones, 
soft accents and harsh, come through the same 
pair of red, beautiful lips. 

And the cause, too. Alas, it was out of all pro- 
portion to the effect. She had just opened the 
door, with her plumed hat nicely tied on, and 
cloak and furs carefully adjusted, and showed her 
best face in all its beauty. saying, a little more de- 
cidedly than Aunt Rilda liked, yet sweetly, “Ma, 
I am going to walk with Sarah Rand.” 

‘Why, Elsie,” was the coaxing reply, ‘‘Bridg- 
et is sick, and I need you.” 

“O! I'm coming right back.” 

‘*Elsie,” said the mother, firmly, ‘you have a 
music lesson this afternoon, and the morning is 
half gone.” 

‘You never want me to enjoy myself,” burst 
angrily from the girl’s lips. 

Mrs. Hart closed the door upon her, but Elsie 
came back wearing that bad face, and sullenly 
performed her duties. When the younger chil- 
dren came from school, one glance at her curdled 
all the milk of human kindness they possessed. 
Full charged, like a frowning thunder cloud, she 
could not move without a flash, either from her 
eyes or lips. Hot words flew about like poisoned 
arrows. Mrs. Hart’s best efforts could not re- 
store the lost harmony. 

We need not picture many more such scenes; 


Aunt Rilda’s. 

“I suppose,” she muttered, “that you would 

have me show Mrs. Elliot common politeness,” 
“I would, and more than that to your faithfy) 
mother, Elsie. Ihave heard you sneer at hypo- 
crites, but they are apt to have two faces, a sweet 
one for the world, a sour one for home comfort, 
Shall I tell you what those three young students, 
that you entertain so charmingly, were saying the 
day I rode up with them from the depot?” 

Elsie was startled into fixed attention. “Who, 
Abbot, and Hunt, and Ford ?” 

“Yes. They were discussing a black-eyed miss 
quite familiarly, when one laughed out, 

‘‘Mind you don’t get taken in by her; she is as 
smart as a trap, but two-sided. Old Janus wasn't 
a touch to her. You see, I room close by, and jn 
summer I hear some rich things wafted in on the 
summer breeze—not the sweetness of rose leaves, 
by a long chalk. One day I heard her calling 
that unhappy urchin, her brother, in a tone that 
snapped like the lash of a whip. ‘Allen—Allen— 
come along, I say.’ The young rascal seemed to 
be trotting at a tolerably quick pace towards her 
ladyship—but evidently not quick enough for her 
temper, and then I heard—what do you think? 
Well, no matter, you may ‘guess. I came upon 
her just then, and of course smiled and bowed, 
very touchingly, as a polite young: gentleman 
should. 

“O, good morning, Mr. Ford,” was her saluta- 
tion, in a voice sweet and dulcet as a cherub’s— 
that is if cherubs have voices. Of course jt 
couldn’t be the same person that was calling, 
‘Allen? Allen?? George, she is an unequalled 
actress, though I say it. i 

“Henry, come up tomy room. Fred. has got 
my two-voiced young lady there in two seenes. Jn 
one she is discoursing sweet music to your listen- 
ing ear, in the parlor; in the other she is sweep- 
ing, against her will; and don’t the old lady catch 
it? Jones, for the naturalness of the thing, yes. 
terday cut out some mica, and pasted over her 
eyeballs. You should see them of a night. They 
glare like a demon’s. But I reckon the old lady 
catches something worse than the shine of isin- 
glass, when she gets her temper up.” 

*‘Aunt Rilda,” exclaimed Elsie, through a tor- 
rent of tears, that mortification and wounded pride 
had poured over her cheeks, ‘‘you had no right to 
sit and allow them to abuse me so.” 

“Why, Elsie, could I have the remotest suspi- 
cion that my niece was alluded to in such a place 
and manner?” 

And Aunt Rilda wisely left the sobbing girl to 
her own reflections. If there is an Elsie among 
my readers may she have one good opportunity 


“to see herself as others see her.” 
P. P. Bonney. 
—_—_—_+0 
THE EMIGRANT AND THE PANTHER. 


Among the emigrants of the universal Yankee 
nation who had sought to increase their domains 
and better their fortunes among the wilds of New 
York, was a man by the name of Hewit. He was 
ofa moody temperament, fond of solitude, and 
had emigrated alone, with the apparent resolution, 
from the location he made, that ‘‘no woman 
should come within a mile of his court.” He 
purchased a fine farm upon the head waters of the 
Boreas River, one of the chief tributaries of the up- 
per Hudson, the whole of which was covered with 
a noble forest. 

It was late in the summer when Hewit entered 
upon his new premises, so that he only had time 
to erect a log cabin and cut down the timber of 4 
few acres before the commencement of winter. 
Contrary to the advice of the earlier settlers, he 
persisted in building his house upon the flats. He 
was admonished of the hazard he was running in 
the event of a heavy freshet in the spring, but to 
no purpose. The alluvial soil of the flats was 80 
much better adapted to the purposes of a garden 
than the upland, that he was not to be diverted 
from his design. Besides, the site he had chosen 
was upwards of a mile from the river, and was 
moreover elevated, like an island; so that he was 
quite sure that so small a river as the Boreas could 
never rise so high, nor spread so wide. 

‘‘Never mind,” said his neighbors, ‘you'll find 
out in the spring, if the river don’t run off other 
way.” 

But the worthy emigrant had no idea of the 

uantity of snow which falls in this region, nor 0 
the magnitude of the flood which would follow its 
rapid dissolution in the spring. It so happened 
that the snow fell to an extraordinary depth dur- 
ing the ensuing winter, and the month of March 
was so cold that the sun had but little power upo” 
it. The consequence was, that instead of gradual 
ly disappearing, the whole body of snow was left 
to melt suddenly beneath a warm April rain, by 
reason of which the river was swollen to an extent 
never before witnessed by the settlers. The sno¥ 





will give you a bit of talk between our two-faced 
Jane and Aunt Rilda. 

‘*Elsie,” she broke out, one day, ‘‘do you love 
Mrs. Elliot better than you do your mother?” 

“Mrs. Elliot, aunt, a mere acquaintance, better 
than my own dear mother !” 

“Ah! love affects your conduct singularly. 
You never speak to Mrs. Elliot as you do to your 
mother, and you show her a much prettier face 
than your mother often sees.” 

The flash from the girl’s eyes could not put out 


had fallen so deep that but little intercourse bad 
| been kept up among the scattered inhabitants dur- 
| ing the winter, and Mr. Hewit had lived almost 88 
| secluded as a bear in a hollow tree, perhaps his 
| nearest neighbor. ‘ch 
| During the warm rain just mentioned, we 
| poured Tike a deluge from the clouds upon, th 
|materials for another deluge below, the solitary 
| settler had observed the rapid dissolution of the 
snow, and the nding rise of the river, o 
| he still thought himself secure, and retired to 

| lonely bed soon after sundown, with his = 
{composure and unconcern. Before midnight, 
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GREAT IMPROVEMENTS IN 
Sewing Machines. 


and stomach. 
3 to 5 bottles are warranted to cure the worst case of erysipelas. 
1 to 2 bottles are warranted to cure all humor in the eyes. 
2 bottles are warranted to cure running of the ears and blotches 
among the hair. 


eyes, flashing with rage, glared hideously upon 
r. him; while, as he uttered a hoarse and frightful 
growl, his blood-red mouth disclosed a set of 
fangs anything but inviting to a poor mortal ex- 


“Tre Cram.—A clam has got a head, and a shell, 
and a body, and there are lots of clams. A boy 


looked at them when his mother told him not to EMPIRE SHUTTLE MACHINE. 



































R. 8 an’ a touch them, and he touched them. His mother 4 or 6 bottles are warranted to cure corrupt and running sores. Mina bayn A 
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r q re ° ° His mother smiled but Willie was thinking sia. I know from the experience of thousands that it has been to be he or ry ends BEE SUTION CUMBINED. 

and the rapid and tremulous shake of his tail, the un- nt t to th ind : hich look 5° | caused by cancer in the stomach: ai een metewes are the principal objections urged against Sewing 
it, J crring signal for the final leap, his burning eye- | He went to the window which looked out upon the | 110 3 bottles are warranted to cure sick Meadache. 1 | "4''iiccesive fatigue to the operator. 
man balls clowine vet more fiercely. He made the| water. The tide was going down, and far off} bowels. 2 —idability to. get out of order. 

He g ng € ore y going ’ 1 to 2 bottles will regulate all derangements of the kidneys 3.—Expense, trouble and loss of time in repairing. 
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; Uh . ‘Ory sore " ow nathsag al 8 a 2 28; pe rte pwing every de- 
re talons. The monster attempted to recover, but I chop all the wood? Can't I dig clams? Il! | pi, Bonaire tunes ¢ Aa cnunradadamaar saan cancer | geription of material, trom'Leather to the finest Nansook Muslin, 
= could touch no branch of the tree with his hind-| turn my pants up, and put on my old boots and feounes by DONALD CENNEDY, No. 120 Warren Street, Kox- | itor “Rises netther CAM hor COG Wilk BL, and the toast 
st fee y ™ . ury, Mass. Price $l. iene Mees y wl 7 <p . 
te most feet, and he was thus suspended for a mo-| take the big shovel. I can sell them and help| _ For sale by all Druggists. 12—1yis_ | Possible friction, it runs as smooth as glass, and is 

he ment by his claws and hung dangling in the air, a.” Emphatically a Noiseless Machine. 

He at full length, over the wild abyss of waters. But y Th i 1 “JOY TO THE WORLD.” It requires FIFTY PER CENT. less power to drive it than any 
le Hewit continued shaking the limb, and it was soon e widow looked thoughtful a moment, and | ‘The introduction of PERRY DAVIS’ PAIN KILLER to the chee Rachie ta market. A girl twelve years of age can work it 
+ evident that the terrible animal could sustain him- | finally gave her consent. | suffering humanity of this age, has relieved more pain and caused | “its strength and WONDERFUL SIMPLICITY of construction 

0 self by hi . 2 66 6 ilc ’ more real joy than any other one thing that can be named. It is | renders it almost impossible to get out of order, and itis GUAR- 
3 80 animal = a but . oy “a ar she . Kiss me, mother, and let me go, as the sol- a “Balm for every Wound.” Our first physicians use, and rec- | ANTEED by the company to give entire satistaction. 
a : mself now raised a pt ! g cry >| dier boys say to their mothers,” remarked Willie ommeci its use, ‘The apothecary finds it first among the medi- We respectfully invite all those who may desire to supply the m- 
and with a howl of horror fell into the torrent - = : ig ee 5 tas Whclionio Braet selves with a superior article, to call and examine this UNKI- 
ted wal hi _ ; . " {as he stood ready equipped, with the shovel on his cines called for, and the Olesale Druggist considers it a lead- VALLED MACHINE, 
rushing onward with increasing velocity. - ing article of his trade. All the dealers in medicine speak alike i But in a more especial manner do we solicit the patronage of 
sen h : mb | shoulder. “Didn't I say God would tak : ae 
on panther clung for a moment to a broken limb | Shoulder. idn’t I say God would take care of | its savor; and its reputation as a medicine of great merit and vir- MERCHANT TAILORS, 
upon which he struck; but he was soon drawn be- | us?” tue is fully and permanently established. COACH MAKERS, | eres anes 
was neath ’ ; A dee catzncts will show Gis. character oF Bea HOOP-SKIRT MANUFACTURERS, 
wuld - Am surge, and borne away among the ice| «Yes, my son, I have been very distrustful. Aa mie BO a i ia NESS MAKERS 
an ia = % s J ; we receive. : 7 DRESS MAKEKS, 
ener ood to trouble honest yeomen living| @oq cares even for the sparrows. He will not| A. N. Witurams, Parkersburg, Va., one of the oldest and most CORSET MAKERS, 
find ~ hn the woods no more. - forsake us.” She took her sewing and sat by the | "sPestable and reliable Druggists of Western Virginia, writes: — Se ee 
om n the course of the day, the neighbors began | ©) 7 g Sab bY Phe | “Kean say of Perry Davis’ Pain Killer, what 1 could not say of VEST and PANTALOON MAKERS. 
| to remark the precarious condition in which the | window, where she could watch her boy, singing | many of the medicines of the day. In my trade it is a leading ar- " , 
fresh ; i ; ie. RELIGIOUS AND CHARITABLE INSTITUTIONS WILL 
he a et had probably found their solitary neigh- softly to herself, | ticle. 1 sell largely of it, and it gives entire satisfaction to all. BE LIBERALLY DEALT WITH. 
r; and after the ice and broken timber had so , ‘ , | would on no account be without it.” Price of Machines Com . 
r of far j ‘. . Howl, winds of night, your force combine, | Jon Pargrns, Druggist, at Athens, Ohio, writes: et H oe , 

‘ passed away as to render it safe to put forth a Without His high behest. No. 1, Family with , Feller, Guage, Braider 
‘its canoe, he was } li da fi his perilous situation Ye shall not i he Gas, P | “T sell considerable of Davis’ Pam Killer in this place, and it is ‘and Corder, o> Roe aie ani amepeeaetr AR eatie cab ++ $50 
ned ’ relieved trom P : e shall not in the mountain pine, | well liked and highly commended by all who use it.” No. 2, Small Manufacturing, with Extension Table........... 

. nae Disturb the sparrow’s nest! } . No. 3, Large Manufacturing, with Extension Table........ ese 15 
fur- .’ shihes | Gxo. WILLIAMS, D ruggist, at Hockingport, 0., writes: No. 3, Large Manufacturing, for Leather, with Rolling Foot 
reb LEARNING TO WRITE The next morning, before school, Willie put on “Perry Davis’ Pam Killer is quite generally used by the inhabi- ian tuaberchrasthsttvetsGsonsecceseeusstubeess 

J . | tants of our town, and is much extolled. I think it the best med-| Agents wanted for all towns and cities in the New England 
on a clean collar and started off to sell his el 
D * oo 4 ‘ 1s Clams. | icine I have for the uses for which it is recommended.” States where Agents are not already established, fo whom a lib- 
Boys and girl hool ly h h 
nal y girls in school generally have a hor-| «Want any clams? They are fresh. I dug! GOOD FOR MAN OR BEAST bg nes agreed ab pr 
left ror of compositi d ft . ) ‘ y $2. s j er 2 Terms, invariably cash on delivery. 
position day, and often resort to vari- them myself, ” he said-at each door | ° WaLrer Curtis, Esq., an old and very reliable farmer, resid- 

by ous expedients to avoid the unpleasant duty then Y . : : | ing on his farm near Chester, ., writes : a 5. Se 
ost required. .O Rag anal te Some answered him gruffly, and then it seemed. “your Pain Killer for Colic or Bots in Horses is an infallible Manager of N. E. Branch Office. 
ow derstand th ne reason for this is, they don't un-| 4. if Willie’s heart sank down into his boots. | ue: And forall Cramp, Pain, Colic, Burns, c., we find it, in|, SALESROOM, 252 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON. 

erstand that the chief ch i iting is to b ‘ h a never-failing balm.” 2 
d “ chief charm in writing is to be . ) Our Rouse, g Daim. 
aug simple"dnid ahtdbel: and weber to sttempt fights rer refused so pleasantly that his heart seemed | price 35 ets., 75 cts. and $1,50 per bottle. 12—2w (9) eunsae 
> * . . | S 
7 ben x ss ; to bounce up again almost into his mouth. At last | HUNNEWELL’S GREAT REMEDIES. 
t as yond their level. If they would write as they | 256. 256. 256. 256. 256. 
his talk he was successful. The lady who bought them | HUNNEWELL'S TOLU ANODYNE. 
» & great bugbear would be removed, and the asked him his name, and where he lived a | YOU ARE RESPECTFULLY INVITED TO CALL AND This justly celebrated preparation, which has so truly earned 
work would s 1 The School ’ ere he lived, and soon | EXAMINE the name and fame of a Anodyne by results which had baf- 
sich ae oon grow pleasant. @ HChO0OL | drew from him his whole histo j fled every other attempt at cure or relief in Neuralgia, Rheuma- 
Visit : 7 us fe | OUR NEW, LARGE AND ELEGANT tism, Gout, Nervous Headache, Tooth and Earache, Cholera Mor- 
or some good suggesti 
the ggestions : **God helps th ho help th bus, Pains in the Stomach or Bowels, Hysteria, Distress aftez 
od helps those w p themselves, but you | A fG i 
arv Young folks ld ee . 9 A s . ssortment o enteel Eating, Loss of Sleep, General Nervous Debility, Paroxysms in 
" g 's, would you become good writers? | are a very little boy to dig clams. Didn’t you| Asthma and Whooping Cough, now declared to be largely nervous, 
the Hearken! First improve your spoken composi- # a | Boys’ CLOTHING and for the pains in Monthly Menstruation, also declared to be one 
but tions—th . b . | get tired ? , of the most important points in medicine. A lady writes from New 
ame = re pur seruten ee will the more easily “My back did ache a little, but I aenbaet WHITMAN & ALLEN, York, “were it ten dollars a drop, I would not be without it in my 
gracefully follow. First teaeh your tongue » bat I shall soon get) « aa inesih Gotan Wiakeode endiinn 
° ° Ww sale by all Wholesale and Retail Dealers. 
ual the art of sentence-making,—aftétward your fin- | used to it,” was his reply. “) 266 Washington Street y *" JOHN L. HUNNEWELL, Proprietor 
rht, gers. Strive to be correct talkers. Use the com-! The lady called on his mother, became interest- | OO ae —_ — saan _ 5—dec, meh, june cannabis encnenl 
, meh, june. 














THE YOUTIP 


~ LY YAN " | their fears, but went and unlocked the dooz when! 
S COMI ANION. | the Irishman rushed out with the most ludcrous 


| exclamations of fear, declaring that he hadstruck 
{a match, and finding himself in a tomb, tiought | 
| himself dead, and in the first stage of puratory. | 
| Blessing his good luck that death had not sot him 
this time, he said ‘hed niver lit anither trap of 
The price of the Companion is One Dollar a’ whiskey pass his lips while the brith of lifewas in 
year, strictly in advance. | him.’ ” 
When payment is delayed beyond one month 
from the commencement of the subscription year, | ' 
One Doliar and Twenty-five Cents will invariably | 


be charged. VARIETY. 


BOSTON, MARCH 31, 1864. 


Terms of the Companion. 
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SEARCHING FOR FORAGE. REVOLUTIONARY ANECDOTE 
From the letter of an officer in the “‘Army of the | It was.a fine Sabbath epg Ades the apes: 1777, 
. | that the inhabitants of a little parish in tle State | 


y aple ” » elj 3 »} -resti 2 acts * = on > aa 
Cumberland” we clip some interesting extracts: | o¢ Vermont, and on the borders of NewLamp- | 


Before day we received orders by courier to 


open a road through ‘‘Wheeler’s Gap,” and imme- 
diately commenced operations with such tools as 
we had, and to-day finished the first three miles of 
our job. 


shire, assembled in their accustomed place df wor- 
ship. The cares of that fearful and long tcbe-re- 
membered summer had imprinted an unusuilly se- 
| rious look upon the rough, though not unpreasant 
| countenances of the male members of that little 








We have pressed into our service three mills,| congregation. The rugged features relaxed, 
and they are hard at work grinding flour and} however, as they entered that hallowed pice and 
meal for us. We detail men to grind, and from | felt the genial influence of a summer’s sun, whose 
two to four officers are sent out daily to find! rays illuminated the sanctuary and playa’ upon | 
wherewithal to keep them going. When my turn|the desk and upon the countenance of lim whe | 
came, I selected five of the best men in my com-| ministered there. He was a venerable man, and 
pany, and having heard that an old secessionist} his whitened locks and tottering frame pvinced 
had a large quantity of corn, wheat, potatoes and | that he had numbered threescore and tet years. 
pork, concealed on his place, twelve miles from| Opening the sacred volume, the ministtr was | 
camp, a guide was secured, and our party started | about to commence the services of the morning, 
to make him a call; but the distance lengthened | when a messenger, almost breathless, rushed into 
out to twenty, and darkness overtook us before | the church, exclaiming: ‘*The enemy aremarch- 
our work was accomplished; we were, too, weary!ing upon our western counties!” Tle man 
and footsore, and somewhat anxious, being twelve | looked around upon his congregation and an- 
miles away from the reported camp of the main! nounced his text: ‘‘He that hath a garment let 
body of Longstreet’s army. But it was ‘*Hobson’s | him sell it and buy a sword.” After a fewprelim- 
choice.” My teams could go no further, so getting | inary remarks, he added: ‘Go up, my frends, I 
them well into the woods, we pressed on, and got beseech you, to the help of your neighbors against 
our suppers at the friend’s we started to see, and the mighty. Advance into the field of battle, for 
spread our blankets around his huge fire-place.| God will muster the hosts of war. Religian is too 
While getting our supper, the old man and his| much interested in the success of this day not to 
family entertained us with stories of their hard ex-| lend you her influence. As for myself, age sits 
perience during the war, said the girls made the heavily upon me, and I cannot go with you; 
crop, and they were afraid it would not last till! neither have I representatives of my family to 
another crop came in. They one and all “talked send. My daughters—my daughters cannot draw 
Union,” very strongly, and inveighed loudly the sword, nor handle the musket in defence of 
against Jeff. Davis and his minions; but we were | their country, but they can use the hoe, so that 
too well posted to credit all they said. We how-| when the toil-worn soldier returns from the field 
ever kept our own counsel until the morning, | of battle he may not suffer for the necessaries of 
when, after a good breakfast, I made known our | life.” The venerable pastor bowed his head in 
errand. The man and his wife both began to talk, devotion. When he again looked around, his au- 
and say they should all starve, &e. &c. I told dience was gone. One by one they had silently 
tl.em to show me all they had, and if it appeared left the house of God, and ere the sun had that 
there was only enough for family use, nothing day set, the male inhabitants of that little parish, 
should be taken. At this they seemed relieved, who were able to bear arms, were on their way to 
and granary, smoke-house and wheat-bin were meet the enemies of their country on the field of} 
opened for inspection. Lasked if this was all, and , Bennington. 
if there was nothing concealed; and in reply he 
raised his right hand and solemnly swore if there HOT AND COLD WATER IN ONE VESSEL. 
was any thing more on his place it was there with- Pour cold water into a tumbler till itis three 
out his knowledge and did not belong to him.’ parts full, then put a piece of card to float on it; 
This almost staggered me, and we were about now pour hot water on the card, which will break 


a 











leaving empty-handed, when one of our party said its fall. The hot water will then remain in the 
a cave near the house had been discovered, and upper part of the glass, while the cold water will | 
they wished to explore it. Nothing loth to go be at the bottom. If we reverse the order of this | 
myself, I took all my men and our guide, and by experiment, placing the hot water in the glass | 
the light of pine torches, went a half mile or first, and afterwards the cold water, the whole will | 
more under ground, but found no ‘‘stores.” Com- quickly mix of uniform temperature. If either the 
ing out, the guide mentioned two other caves near} hot or cold water be colored with a little ink, 
by, and after some searching, both were dis- prior to the experiment, we shall have not only a 
covered, the entrances well blocked up with wood ; | hot and cold, but also a black and white liquid in 
this was soon cleared away, and we found in one! the same glass. The explanation of this little ex- 
.2 large quantity of potatoes, and in the other, ten periment is simple enough. Hot water is much 
hogs salted down, and a supply of beets, turnips lighter than cold water; hence, the former will 
and onions. Back to the house [ hurried, and’ float upon the latter. Thus, cold milk, when| 
having relieved my mind in a short speech, loaded | poured into hot tea, sinks instantly to the bottom | 
up three wagons, and started for camp. | of the cup. . 
On our return we met aman apparently much | 
interested to learn our whereabout; and 


—+or 





COMPANION. 





eyes, his broad and well developed muzzle, and 
his capacious jaws, when both of us left the spot 
in different directions.” 
phe St a nl 
TOOTH-ACHE CURED. 
A gentleman living in Thirty-fourth Street, 


New 


noiselessly out of bed he crept to the door of his 


chamber, which he found ajar, much to his sur-| 


prise, as he always locked it on retiring. He then 
listened, and at last became satisfied that the noise 
proceeded from a closet in an adjoining room, 
where things worth stealing were kept. Being 
brave, he crept into the suspected room and faint- 
ly saw some one fambling in one of the drawers 
of the closet. He at once sprang upon the un- 
known, who uttered a loud scream and fell faint- 
ing at his feet. He recognized the voice of his 
wife in the scream, and at once set about restoring | 
her to consciousness. This having been done, | 
she gave him a thorough scolding for ‘frightening | 
a body out of her wits, as she was looking for the | 
tooth-ache drops,” but forgave him at last when 
she discovered that the fright had cured her tooth- 
ache. _ 
MARCH WINDS. 

Come out to the moors, little friend, with me, 

For the March winds whistle right cheerily ; 

Shut the Latin books, now our task is done, 

Out, out, and away for a scampering ron. 





Ah, wheugh, what a gust! Blow, Boreas, blow, 
And set my young “rosy cheeks” all in a glow, 
Play at “hide-and-seek” with his golden hair— 
There is health in the touch of thee, jolly March air. 


It will brace your young limbs, little play-fellow mine, 
And make your blue eyes like bright diamonds shine; 
It will scatter your bonny brown curls out of place, 
And bring the rich, healthy blood into your face. 


How the dead leaves rustle! Away, away 

To the hills, for a game on this glorious dav; 

The green blades craunch crisp, yet the field-fares sing,— 
“Tis old Winter having a tussle with Spring. 


Whist! away go the gray rabbits, one by one, 

With their white tails erect in a frenzy of fun; 
Come along, little Tom, and we'll give them a chase, 
Let us see which of us will be first in the race! 


There's a cnnning old raven sits looking at me, 
From the high, bare bough of yon withered tree; 
The wary old fellow is out for a meal, 

And he knows that we know he is longing to steal. 


See, the first of the lambs to the old ewe creeps, 
And askant at the fondling the sly bird peeps; 
But he dare not venture his bold attack. 

Till the mother sheep shal! have turned her back. 


Get away, cruel thief, shut your greedy beak ; 

‘Tis a cowards act to assault the weak: 

How he croaks, and he gloats on the old bare thorn; 
Come, a good long shout! Ah, the rogue has gone. 


O'er the rough, plowed fields the gray plovers run, 
And the purple violets nod at the fun; 

In the sere, dry brushwood the pheasants **whirr,” 
And the sleepy red squirrel is getting astir. 

What a famous wind! How the high elms shake! 
How the tall, slim poplars quiver and quake! 

How the chattering rooks to the tree-tops swarm, 

Like rudderless ships blown about in a storm! 


Come on, little friend, we are both in a glow; 
While our arms are strong, and our legs can go, 
And our voices can make the old woodlands ring, 
What need we of wealth? We are each a king! 


THE POWER OF COMMAS. 
In the Priory of Hamessa there dwelt a prior 
who was very liberal, and who caused these lines 
to be written over his door: 


“Be open evermore, O, thou my door, 
To none be shut, to honest or to poor.” 





York, happening to awake, one night re-| 
cently, thought he ‘theard a noise ;” and getting 


| ta- THE CURRENT OF TRADE is sure to flow to 
which sells at the lowest prices. Our best Engli 
sels and Tapestries will be retailed during the s: 
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| styles of foreign productions as well as the favorite home m 
actures. NEW ENGLAND CARPET CO., 75 Hanover gin 
| One price and cash systems strictly adhered to. ran 





DouBLE THREE-PLYS—many new patterns added to , 
NEW ENGLAND CARPET CO.,75 0 
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| Fine Carpets. — Get the modern styles. — Now Opening Jy 
| pieces of the most splendid English Tapestries cyer gt A 
| market, by the NEW ENGLAND CARPET CO 
| One price and cash systems strictly adhered to. 


OW IM this 
-y 1 Hanover s, 





A New Carret.—Crossley’s improved electrotype, Possessj 
| the appearance and beauty of real Brussels, and quite as Pra 
| for half the price, now opening by the NEW ENGLAND Cap. 
| PET CO., 75 Hanover Street. Our customers are reminded that 
this invoice of carpets comprises but 150 pieces, and in conse. 
quence of the low price they will last but a few days. 


Om CLotH Carpets—in wide sheets and narrow widths—jp the 
beautiful enamelled finish, the most desirable and clezant goog, 
made, for sale at manufacturers’ prices, by the NEW ENGLAyp 
CARPET CO., 75 Hanover Street. 
| strictly adhered to. 
| 
' 


One price and cash systems 





THREE-PLY Canpets, in beautiful Persian, Tapestry and Chintz 
styles, entirely new, just opened by the NEW ENGLAND CAR. 
PET CO., 75 Hanover Street. One price and cash systems sirie:. 
ly adhered to. 








CARPETS AT WHOLESALE.—Cash purchasers are invited to ey. 
amine our stock, which is very complete in all its varieties. NEW 
ENGLAND CARPET CO., 75 Hanover Street. 


CarRPets aT Retart.—We shall continue to supply our eqs. 
tomers, who are about furnishing or redecorating the floors of’ 
their dwellings, with carpets from all our departments. 

The most skilful upholsterers on hand to cut, sew and fix ear. 
pets when desired. NEW ENGLAND CARPET CO., 75 Hano- 
ver Strect. 








ROYAL VELVET AND MEDALLION Carpers—the finest things ont 
for parlor and drawing-rooms—for sale by the NEW ENGLAN» 
CARPET CO., 75 Hanover Street. il-3y 


PUBLIC BENEFACTRESS. 
MRS. A. ALLEN, 


A LADY OF WORLD-WIDE REPUTATION, 

Her preparations for the Hair have not only the largest sale jp 
the United States and Canada, but within the past iow years, tc 
supply the immense demand from forejgn countries, depots foy 
their exclusive sale have been opened in London and Liverpoo), 
Also in Paris, Havana, Vera Cruz and Valparaiso. 


MBS. 8, A. ALLEN’S 
WORLD’S HAIR RESTORER 


| Is suited to both young and old. It strengthens the Hair, pre 
vents its falling or turmmg grey, and imparts to it a beautify, 
glossy appearance. It never fails 


TO RESTORE GREY HAIR 
To its Original Youthful Color. 
THE RESTORER REPRODUCES. 
THE HAIR DRESSING CULTIVATES AND BEAUTIFIES 
MBS. 8. A. ALLEN’S 
WORLD’S HAIR DRESSING, OR ZYLOBALSAMUYM, 


is essential to use with the Restorer, but the Hair Dressing alone 
often restores, aud never fails to invigorate, beautity and r- 
tresh the Hair, rendering it soft, silky and glossy, and disposing 
it to remain in any desired position. 
FOR LADIES AND CHILDREN 

whose Hair requires frequent dressing, it has no equal. Nolady's 
toilet is compleie without it. The rich, glossy appearance impart 
| edis truly wonderful. It cleanses the Hair, removes ali dandruf, 
and imparts to ita most delightful fragrance. 1t will prevent the 
Hair from falling out, and is the most economical and valuable 
Hair Dressing known. Millions of bottles sold every year. 


MRS. 8. A. ALLEN’S 
WORLD'S 


| HAIR RESTORER 
| 





aD 
ZY LOBALSAMUM™M. 


But after his death there succeeded him another, 
whose name was Raynnard, as greedy and cove-| 
tous as the other was bountiful and liberal, who! 
kept the same lines there still, changing nothing 
therein but one point, which made them run after | 


Sold by Druggists throughout the World. 


DEPOT, 1¥8 GREENWICH S8ST., NEW YORK, 
49—lyp 





HALLET, DAVIS & CO., 


upon | 
learning our business and destination, said he fad | 
once divided meat with the government, but upon 
looking over his stock, thought he could spare 
four or five hundred pounds more; that soldiers 
(U. 8.) should never feel hungry while he had 
any thing in crib or smoke-house. So he hitched 
up his team, loaded in corn and meat, and came 
along with us. He is a fair sample ot East Ten-| 
nesseans. It is truly refreshing to meet such peo- 
ple after enduring milk and water Unionism. 

Getting somewhat in advance of our train, and | 
feeling weary, | went into a house (log cabin) and | 
sat down to rest. No persons but children were | 
at home. The eldest, a bright, blue-eyed girl of 
about six years, said her father was killed by se- 
cesh and her mother had gone to the next house 
(six miles) to spin. They had but very little | 
clothing, but were clean, and their hair was neatly | 
combed; there was no furniture except a frying- 
pan, in which was a ‘*pone,”(corn-eake) upon which | 
the younger children were trying to feed, and an 
old bedstead, over which was a straw tick and 
pieces of soldiers’ blankets and old comfortables. | 
After many questions, the little girl told me that 
the rebs burned their house and every thing in it, 
destroyed their crop, and left them houseless and 
fatherless, and in sore want,—and for what? Be- 
cause their father refused to fight against the stars 
and stripes. O, it would make your heart bleed 
to be here among this people, and see and hear| 
for yourself the tale of their sufferings. 

Late at night the third day we safely reached 
camp, but foot-sore and weary, as you may sup- 
pose. 


| 


—_——__+o+-—___ | 
LOCKED UP IN A TOMB. 

The Salem Gazette says that ‘‘The superintend- | 
ent of Harmony Grove cemetery recently opened | 
the door of one of the tombs to air. Some time | 
in the course of the day a drunken Irishman, see-| 
ing the door open, went in, and finding the place | 
quiet and retired, lay down and fell asleep. 
About dark the superintendent locked the door 
and went home. The next forenoon, some ladies 
passing the cemetery heard a terrible bellowing 
m the tomb, and half frightened out of their wits, 
ran to the superintendent, declaring that some 
person had been buried alive. He laughed at 


THE OLD FLAG. 


I must tell you, writes a soldier from Chattanoo- 
ga, of an affecting little scene that I witnessed 
when we first crossed Lookout, about the 6th of} 
September. We were marching along at “route | 
step,” with our colors furled and in their’ black 
cases, when we perceived about a dozen of the fair 
sex in one of those everlasting Southern porticoes, 
watching us as we passed. We had got nearly by, 
when one of the young ladies stepped out to the 
front and said; 

‘‘Boys, we want to see the old flag.” 

O, such a shout as went up; banners soon un- 
furled, music struck up, the men took step, hats | 
without number went into the air, and the heed 
lasted for a good hour, and the women all cried. 





ps. SES 
THE MISER PUNISHED. 


A miser having lost a bag containing a hundred | 
pounds, promised ten pounds reward to any one | 
who would bring it to him. An honest poor man, 
who found it, brought it to the old gentlemangy de- 
manding the ten pounds; but the miser, to ‘baf- 
fle him, alleged there were a bundred and ten 
— in the bag when lost. The poor man, 
10wever, was advised to sue for the money; and, 
when the cause came on to be tried, it appearing 
that the seal had not been broken, nor the bag 
ripped, the judge said to the defendant's counsel: | 

“The bag you lost had a hundred and ten| 
pounds in it, you say ?” 

‘Yes, my lord,” replied the counsel. 

‘‘Then,” said the judge, ‘‘according to the evi- 
dence given in court, this cannot be your money, 
for here are only a hundred pounds ; therefore the 
plaintiff must keep it till the owner appears.” 


AN INCIDENT IN CALIFORNIA. 


Rev. Mr. Buel, Bible agent in California, in a 
recent communication to the Bible House in New 
York, mentions the following singular incident : 
‘*I was ascending a mountain road some distance 
in advance of the stage, when, on passing a fallen 
log, suddenly a panther sprang upon it, and took 








a deliberate survey of me, evidently regarding ihe 
as an intruder. I looked upon him long enough 
to note his brown and glossy coat, his big, glaring 


this manner: 


“Be open evermore, O, thou my door 
To none, be shut to honest or to poor.” 





or 


THE MUSIC OF THE HUMAN VOICE. 


The influence of temper upon the tone of the 
human voice and human actions deserves much | 
consideration. +Habits of querulousness or ill-| 
nature will communicate a cat-like quality to the | 
singing as infallibly as they. give a quality to the 
speaking voice. That there really exist amiable 
tones is not an unfounded opinion. In the voice 
there is no deception; it is to many an index to 
the mind, denoting moral qualities; and it may 
be remarked that the low, soft tones of gentle and | 
amiable beings, whatever their musical endow-| 
ments, seldom fail to please; besides which, the 
singing of ladies indicates the cultivation of their 
taste generally, and the embellishment of their | 
mind, 





> 


A NEWS-BOY’S EXPLANATION. 


The news-boys make the most of the sensation 
head-lines with which the telegraphic despatches 
are garnished. Seeing one little fellow unusually | 
silent, a friend asked, ‘*What’s the news, my son ?” | 

“O, there’s a whole lot of news, but nothing to | 
holler!” 

News with “nothing to holler” is a bad fix for | 


the news-boys. 
++ 


| 
| 
4@ | 
| 


An Indian and a white man were passing along | 
Broadway, New York, when the former espied a 
window full of wigs, and pointing to the owner, 
who stood in the doorway, said: ‘*Um—him 
great man—big brave—take many scalps.” 


A TRAVELLER in a stage-coach not famous for 
its swiftness, inquired the name of it. A fellow| 
passenger replied : | 

“I think it is the Regulator, for I observe that | 
all the other coaches go by it.” 


An Irishman caught a hornet in his hand, but 
dropped it, and exclaimed, 
‘Be jabers! what kind of teeth do your birds 
have in Ameriky ?” 


Some men are called sagacious because they are 
avaricious ; whereas a child can clench its fist the 
moment it is born. 


A rop produced blossoms when held in the 
hand of Aaron. A birch rod produces fruit in the 
hands of the schoolmaster. 





GRAND, PARLOR GRAND AND SQUARE 
PIANO FORTES, 


At their New Warerooms, 
272 WASHINGTON (NEAR BEDFORD) STREET, BOSTON. 


| MANUFACTURERS OF 
| 


ge We solicit a careful examination of our entirely new scale 
Pianos, with greatly improved action, and Suspension Bridge, 
producing a volume and quality of tone far superior to our former 
mannfacture. Our small size 7 oct. Piano is pronounced “the 


neatest and best Parlor instrument extant; while our Square 


Grand has the power of many full Concert Grand Pianos. 
ea Every instrument warranted for five years. 
Second-hand instruments taken in exchange, and for sale. 
Illustrated Catalogues of Pianos sent free, by mail, on applica- 
tion. 32-ly 





FAMILY DYE COLORS! 


BLACK, MAGENTA, 
DARK BLUE, MAROON, 
LIGHT BLUE ORANGE, 

ENCH BLUE, INK, 
CLAKEL BROWN, PURPLE, 

RK BROWN, ROYAL PURPLE, 
LIGHT BROWN, SALMON, 
SNUFF BROWN SCARLET 
CRIMSON, SLATE, 
DARK DRAB, SOLFERINO, 
LIGHT DRAB VIOLET, 
DARK GREEN, YELLOW. 


LIGHT GREEN, 


For Dyeing Silk, Woollen and Mixed Goods, Shawls, Scarfs, 
Dresses, Ribbons, Gloves, Bonnets, Hats, Feathers, 
Kid Gloves, Children’s Clothing, and all 
kinds of Wearing Appare)]. 


A SAVING OF 80 PER CENT. 


For 25 cents you can color as many goods as would otherwise 
cost five times that sum. Various shades ean be produced from 
the same Dye. The process is simple, and any one can use the 


Dye with perfect success. 
Directions in English, French and German, inside of each 
package. 


For further information in Dyeing, and giving a perfect know- 
ledge what colors are best adapted to dye over others, (with 
many valuable receipts,) purchase Howe & Stevens’ Treatise on 
Dyeing and Coloring. Sent by mail on —k of price,— 10 cents. 

Manufactured by HOWE & STEVENS, 
260 Broapwary, BosTox. 
For sale by Druggists and Dealers generally. 3—eow 











YOUTH’S COMPANION. 


A FAMILY PAPER, 
DEVOTED TO 


Pi Mo Brotherly Love --- No Sectari- 
“ve ee fe No Cenweoversy. 


PUBLISHED WEEKLY BY 
OLMSTEAD & CO., BOSTON, MASS., 
No. 22 School Street. 
PRICE, $1.00 A YEAR, PAYMENT IN ADVANCE. 
$1,25 will invariably be charged if payment is not made withis 
one menth-of the qhamneneuniat of the subscription year. 


Bounp Votumzs, Paice $1,25. 
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